The Pillow 


(a poem) 


Soft and puffy 
cushioning your face 
tucked inside 
the pillowcase 

It's just the right size 
and not complicated 
it keeps your neck 
elevated 

Some come with feathers 
others, foam 
You might have many 
in your home 

Some are big 
some are small 
some are flat 



like nothing at all 


It waits on your bed 
all day long 
for you to return 
is that wrong? 

Sometimes you hug it 
like a good fluffy buddy 
It cradles your head 
when you lean back and study 

Here's to the pillows, 
everywhere 
and about that tag - 
is it OK to tear? 


Birdtown Comics 



